LETTERS TO AN UNKNOWN                 IOI

you weep ? The forty seats of the French
Academy were not worth a small tear.
There were members who blackballed me
seven times and who say now that they were
my warmest partisans. At least you and I
are sure of each other, and when you tell
me untruths I can reproach you for them,
and you know how to get forgiveness for
them. Love me, venerable as I am.

XCL

PARIS, March 26, 1844.
I FEAR that my discourse may have seemed
to you long. I hope it was not as cold in
your corner as in mine. I am still shiver-
ing. We should have taken a short walk to-
gether after the ceremony. Did you like
the orator better in his costume ? Good-
by; I was very glad to see you. I had
much trouble to find you hidden behind
your neighbor's bonnet.spair more and more, the pleasure
